To man's laws, by which she shall not be try'd

At the last day ? or will it then boot thee

To say a Philip or a Gregory,

A Harry or a Martin, taught me this ?

Is not this excuse for mere contraries

Equally strong ? cannot both sides say so:

That thou may'st rightly obey power,

her bounds know;

Those past, her nature and name's chang'd; to be
Then humble to her is idolatry,
As streams are, power is:

those blest flowers that dwell

At the rough stream's calm head thrive and do "well;
But having left their roots, and themselves given
To the stream's tyrannous rage, alas! are driven
Through mills, rocks, and woods, and at last, almost
Consumed in going, in the sea are lost:
So perish souls which more choose men's unjust
Power, from God claimed, than God himself to trust*